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CHAPTER XV

Bradshaw Has an
Adventure

HERE was a knock at the door,
T and  Lester entered. He and
Bradshaw had been thrown a
good deal together.  Staving, as they
did, at the same inn, they met
frequently, and each man recoge
mzed qualitics in the other which
tended to establish contidence and
friendship.

“ Poison yourself,” sad the Amerie
can lacomeally, pushing the whisky.
decanter ivitingly toward his  new
visitor,

Brading, unaware that Lester was
acquuunted with his theft of Eduth’s
sccond letter, responded to the young
doctor's curt nod with the ingratiating
sttle of one who would have bygones
It hiypones,

“Well,”  said Lester in biting
accents, addressing himself to the
detective, “may 1 ask of you huve
peested  that  other letter of  Miss
Holt's, or whether you have appro-
priated  for your own use the draft
contamed n 2"

For once Brading's inscrutable
vountenance  betrayed  emotion.  He
went deathly  pale, and the excuse
that was trembling on his hps gave
place to the truthfulness of honest
mdignation. 'l don’'t think 1 have
deserved that,” he said with something
of naturad dignity.  ** Miss Holt's letter,
and the money as well, have been
posted safely enough, and 1 am bound
to say, in justice to the young lady,
that what she wrote clears her at
least from one suspicion. Now, sir,
technically 1 have committed a cnnme
which mught have grave consequences
for me. Though you have really no
evidence aganst me, | am not going
o attempt any concealment, [ have
only taken reasonable measures to
unravel a mysterious murder, and |
am willing to put 1t to Mr. Brad-
shaw here whether in the interests
of justice I did not act nghtly.”

“Why, sav,” remarked Bradshaw, *'1 don't know
a thing abent the matter yet. You say vou have
committed a crime,  Lam open to believe that about
anvhbody., Don't be discouraged, Bradimg. At
vour age, 1t can’t be the first ¢cnme you have com-
vitted, and 1 am dead sure it won't be the
Last "

The answer came from Lester, who found the
Amencan's Lizy eymasm a httle jarnng. " Mr
Brading's enme is simply this,” he sad curtly
“he has been tampening with the post-ofiice in
order to Bt hold of Miss Holt's POVate corre-
spondence.”

1 dem’t think we ought to blame haom for tha
remarhed the Amernican in the same even tone. 7 A
mian does not become a detective, anvway, unless he
has the mstincts of 4 horse-thief. Sit down, Brad.
g, as the omenal, really hurt, half rose. 1 don't
mean that as personal —m fact, 1 am trvng to
justify vou.  See here, e Lester, af vou fuce thangs
farrly and squarely, vou must realize that no detec-
tive work 15 possable without what von and 1 would
call underhanded methonds.  After all, nothing of
the sort will injure an mnocent person in the long
run; and vour Brtesh police have the reputation
of boing reasonably honest, though” as Briading's
countenance cleared a little, T am not much of a
tehiever i ruracles myvsell Look cheerful, Brad-
ing, and have another drnk e Lester s gomg
Tt forgive sanmg

Willtam Lincoln Bradshaw  supgested  having o
drnk with  appalling frequency, but as his own
halat was to take rather less than a teaspwemnful on
cach awcasion, he at least suffered nothinge from his
pressing hosgatahty

"1 want me forgiveness from anvhaedy, saud the
detective sullaly. 1 am only dong duty.
This Miss Helt may be as mnocent as vou or [,
but vou can't dispute that there s a it of a mix-
up somewhere. 1 don't profess 1o be 4 Sherlink

my
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“Poison Yoursell,” Said the American Laconically

My system is to give my attention to
And

Holmes.
the person who benetits most from a crime.
I have never drawn blank vet.”

“Well now,” said Bradshaw to Lester, 1 was
just telling this unernng sleuth-hound of some
pecuhanties which had struck me in the conduct
of that blatant Britisher, Warren. Don’t wink the
nap off vour eyelids at me, friend Brading. Just
at present | purpose to make my calculations on
the basis that Dr, Lester is a square man, and if
vou dont Lhke it you can do the other thing, for
the proposition 1s my own. N--w. Lester, I have
also been telling our fniend here about that poacher
fellow whose extraordinary access of wealth we have
both notwced.  And | have further drawn his atten-
tion to the fact that Harry Warren is dnnking a
ereat deal more than anvone takes out of mere devo-
ton to hquor.  He gives one the impression of a man
s harassed that he is endeavonng all the tume to
escape from las own vicimity, 1 am inclined to at-
tnbute all this to the workings of a troublesome
imp called conscience, which we read about i fuiry
tales,

“Anather thing, [ have made some considerable
study of Anchiffe Hall lately, and [ notice there
1= a hight m ome of the rooms half through the mght
vomscrence again. . People who hve in a sleepy
hollow ke this go to bed early, 1n the hope of dream-
ing they are alive. S, | think, of we could take a
peep mnto that room, we should see something to
enhghten us”

WGt roomn s 1127 asked Brading

“The riwen gust over the study, where old Aingrer
Rt s aked on the

Bradshaw had spent his early davs amid that
dehightful society whach ainfests the viamity of the
Rio Grunde.,  When talking of decds of vialence, he
had & halar of mtroduang here and there a word
of Spamsh.

“Oh, but 1t ¢ no good bothenng about that,”

ibega.”

protested the detective. “It is
simply the pnvate situng-room of
Mrs. Warren the housckeeper.”

“So 1 supposed. But what
special cares has Mrs, Warren to
keep her up so late? 1 first
noticed this bumning of the mid-
night oil on the night of the
attack on Aingier. As you know,
Dr. Lester, 1 waited until you
decided that your patient was out
of immediate danger; and then
we came back here together,
nearly at daylight. It was reason-
able enough that Mrs. Warren
should remain awake on that oc-
casion, and [ should have thought
nothing further of the matter, had
not the same thing been repeated
night after night. 1 watched
round about the Hall—partly be-
cause this business has interested
me, and partly because 1 have
been doing a little detective busi-
ness on my own account. | sur-
mise this much: that Mrs. Warren
waits up to talk with that hopeful
son of hers. And | am inclined to
think that a little knowledge of the
situation on our part would pro-
duce a whole lot of information."

*I don't like spying,” objected

Lester, a note of devision in his
voice.
**Neither do 1," retorted Brad-
shaw; “but I should like still Jess
for that winsome young girl to
be charged with murder, as Brad-
ing proposes.  Anyway, it is not
your funcral. 1 am only telling
you a plan of my own."

**If there is anything | can
do to help Miss Holt—" began
Lester eagerly.

“Well, it doesn’t need a stack
of us to spy on one window, but
if you really want to do violence
to your high-toned feclings, you
might just go and mix some hquor
with the wealthy gentleman they
call Leigh, and shadow him home
too. 1 wouldn’t be at all sur-
prised if that skunk Warren
dropped into  the game before
you are through.”

Bradshaw Jooked at his watch.
“Half-past ten,” he sand. **You
have half an hour in which to cultivate Mr. Robert
Leigh. Now go away, boy, and leave Brading and
myself to elaborate our low-down plans.”

Lester, half offended, vet conscious that Brad-
shaw was in the night, went down-stairs; but there
was no sign of the poacher, and having nothing
better to do, the young doctor presently went to
bed to dream of Edith.

Bradshaw and the detective, both naturally
taciturn, remained silent for a long time, consider-
ing the position.  There was really httle to go upon.
A light in a window at unusual hours might have a
dozen adequate explanations. The mere events
which had happened at the Hall would be enough
under ordinary circumstances to account for the
sleeplessness of an elderly woman to whom Arn-
chiffe Hall had practically represented the world
for so many years,

But Brading, finding himself at something of a
loss, was ready to follow the shghtest clue, There
was a reward of ten thousand pounds at stake, and
the hanging of an innocent person would be a cheap
price to pay for half the money. Bradshaw, hke
Lester, had declined from the beginning to admit
even a possibality of Edith's gwit; but he realized
nevertheless that there was negative evidence in
existence agamnst her which, though t mught not
place her Life in penl, vet might embitter it irrev-
ocably., And as far as lay inh 15 power he resolved
to save her.

1 have been studving the geography pretty care-
fullv,” he explancd to his compamon after a Jong
pause. “There 15 a tree which looks very conven-
wently mto that window. A boyv who is accustomed
to bird s-nesting might fix himself up very comfort-
ably.”

* Perhap<.” interrapted Brading acidly, *“vou
could suggest something suntable to a man of forty-
five who suffers from rheumatism?™

I haven't any rheumatism,” rephed the American




